speak for himself."

A moment later the tall and portly
form of Mycroft Holmes was ushered
into the room.

At Hhis heels cams our old friend-—
Lestrade of Scotland Yard—thin and
austere.

A most annoying business, Sher-
lock,” said he. “Have you read up
the case?"

“We have just done so. What were
the techpical papers?™

“Ah, there's the polnt' Fortunately
it has not come out. The preas would
be furious if it did. The papers which
this wretched youth had in his pocket
were the plans of the Bruce-Parting-
ton subamarine, :

“lts Importance can hardly be ex-
aggerated. It has besn the most jeal-
ously guarded of all governmefit sa-
crete. The plans, which are excesd-
ingly intricate, comprising some thir-
ty separate patents, each essential to
the working of the whole, are kspt In
an elaborate safe in & confldontial of-
fice adjoining the arsenal, with bur-
glar-proof doors and windows."

“But you have recoversd them?"

“No, Sheriock, no! That's the

~pinch. We have nol. Ten papers were
taken from Woolwich. There were
seven in the pockewts of Cadogan
West. The three most essential are
gontw stolen, vanished. You must
drop everything, Sherjock.”

“The problem certainly presenis
some points of interest, and I shall be
very pleasad Lo louk lnu: it. Some
more fucts,

“] have jotted down the more os-
sential ones upon this shest of paper,
together with a few addresses, which
you will find of service. The actual
officinl guardian of the papers is the
famous government expert, Sir James
Walter, whose decorations and sub-
titles i}l two lines of & book of refer-
ence. He has grown gray in the serv-
ice, he js & gentleman, a favored
guest in the most exalted houges, and,
gbove all, 2 man who&epau'lnuimu

But | abave proof. mumumm
.| have a key of the safe.

'Whowulhao&htr‘mm'uht~

kﬂ'?“

Tbenn&ofcletnddﬂftlﬂll.

Mr. Sidoey Johnson. According to _.

his own account, corroborated ogly
by the word of his wife, he was at
home the whole of Monday m
after office hours, and his key
never left the watch-chain upal
which it hangs.”

“Who locked the plans up M
“Mr. Sidney Johason, the zeniop
clerk:” oL
An hour later Holmes, Lestrade
and | stood on the Underground Rafl-
road at the point where It enjerjges
from the tunne! immediately before
Aldgute Station. A ocourteous, red-
faced old gentleman represented the

mlny company.

“This is where the young uunl
hody lay,” said he, indicating a ¥pot
about three fest from the metals. ™It
could not have fallen from ebave, for
these, as you see, are all blank walls
Therefore it could only have come
from & train, and that train, so fdr
as we can trace it, must have pisssd
mbout midnight on Mondsy.” »

“Watson, we have done all we can
hare. We need not trouble you any
further, Mr, Lestrade. I think our in-
vestigation must now carry us to
Woolwich."

At London Bridge Holmes wrote o

m to his brother, which he
banded to me before dispatching. It

ran thus:
“See some light in the darkness,
but it may ly flicker out. Mean-

while plsase send by messenger to
await return at Baker sirest = com-
plete list of all-fi sples or haur-
natiogal agents known to be in
Innd, with full address. Sherlock."
“That should be helpful, men,
he remarked, as we took otr sests
in the Woolwich train. The end s
dark to me, but | have hold of one
m which may lead us far. The man
bis death elsewhere, and hin Sody,




